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about as he stood aside for the others to enter. As for Dud, so
powerful was the place's "aura" and so strong was his animal
instinct of distrust, that he received, as he went in behind Wiz-
zie, a peculiar chill that he had not known since the publicity of
his marriage to Mona.
"God!" he thought, as he watched Mr. Wye's two daugh-
ters greeting each other, "the old 'Horse-Head's' quite fond of
Thuella. But of course the 'Venetian Post' hates her!"
Mr. Wye himself greeted our friend very amiably and in-
volved him at once in serious conversation, while Thuella,
giving him only the most casual of nods, made Wizzie sit down
by her side on one of the elegant sofas in this superboudoir and,
with malicious furtive glances at her sister, began plying the
girl with a regular siege of impulsive cajolery.
Our friend was not so deeply absorbed in what the nervous
Platonist was telling him to miss the manifest distress of Mrs.
Dearth while her sister was throwing her whole soul into this
prolonged cajolery of the young circus-rider.
He noticed too that even Claudius himself who had at once
begun engaging Mrs. Dearth in a complicated interpretation
of Thuella's new picture, kept looking at her sharply, as if he
detected something that interfered with her usual infatuated
absorption in his remarks.
But it was hardly less agitating to Dud than to Mrs. Dearth
to watch the beguilement by which the beautiful cloud-painter
was trying to seduce Wizzie, "What is the name," he thought,
"of that Frenchwoman, who paints pictures of girls, that
Thuella talked about the other day? She said they were like
depraved hares. Is she trying to turn my girl into a depraved
hare?"
"Yes," he replied aloud to Teucer Wye. "I have read him
a certain amount; but I take Plato in a way peculiar to myself.
I take liim as an absolute sceptic, so uncertain about everything
that he could afford to turn God and Immortality into poetry,
and the Soul and Love into fairy-tales."
Teucer Wye's sensitive mouth twitched so galvanically at
this, and his two hands began to grope with such electric in-
tensity at what Dud supposed to be the Phaedrus and iheTimaeus
in his side pocket, that it was natural for our friend to fed that
politeness compelled him to look away; to look, that is, in the
direction of Thuella,

